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Nor was his strength all in words; for when one Surasa stopped him, saying she had permission from the Gods to eat him, if she could, and that they commanded him to enter her mouth, he tricked her cleverly. For he made himself too big to get in, and when she enlarged her mouth he followed suit. So the ogress' mouth got bigger and bigger and he grew larger and larger until—hey presto, he reduced himself to the size of Thumbkin and hopping into the great red cavern of a mouth, hopped out again without her being any the wiser; so went oft laughing at her fruitless rage.
But a still more dreadful danger was awaiting him after he had happened upon the Eagle-King's brother, whom he found lying helpless through having burnt off his feathers by going too near the Sun. Now this mighty bird's eyes which had dared the Sun's rays could still see for miles, and miles, and miles. And he told Hunuman that lying so, he had seen Sita being carried oft by Ravana, and that even now he could see whither she had gone. It was a city set on a hill beyond the ocean, miles, and miles, and miles to the south.
Now having given this valuable information, the Eagle-King's brother was instantly rewarded ; for his feathers sprouted again thick as a mat, and he flew away up to the Sun again as brisk as ever.
But Hunuman sped southward until he came to the shores of the sea, and there he paused, wondering how he could cross the ocean and gain the island which he saw on the horizon. He was almost in despair, but the knowledge that Sita was imprisoned on the island made him determine to try and leap across.

